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ACT IL. SCENE I 
SCENE a Tavern. 


GENTLEMAN: 


Several Gentlemen fitting at Table, Mixue. 
attending. 
OW now, Robin Mixum ! What: 
H takes thee in this Confuſion? 
What's the Matter ? 

Mix. O, Sir, the moſt villainous Piece 
of Roguery, not of my own, Sir,— 
but that Rogue of all Rogues, YVizard's 
committing: T'll tell you, Sir, how it was; 
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6 The Vid TER Trick a. 
the Villain, Yizard, who has more Tricks 
than a Jeſuit, and would make an Aſs of the 
Devil, came to my Houſe one Night, and 
with ima Woman, whom he told me he 
had married, and that ſhe was a great For- 
tune ; upon which I grew extremely civil : 
He order'd the Cloth to be laid; which 
was done while you could whiſtle, and be- 
ſpoke a Supper, which was upon the Ta- 
ble in a trice : He gave me a Bill of twenty 
Pounds, and deſired the Money of me; the 
Goldſmith living too far to ſend to at that 
time, I willingly gave him the Money, took 
his Bill, and withdrew: Then enters a 
blind Harper, and cries, Do you lack any 
Mufick ? He cries, Play; the Harper un- 
caſes, the drawer is nodded out, who o- 
beys, believing he wou'd be private with 
the Gentlewoman ; and 'tis Sam's Part, you 
know, Sir, to wink at ſuch things. ; 

Gent. Right, and. civil. 

Mix. Well, Sir, having eat the Supper, 
and perceiving none in the Room but the 
blind Harper, whoſe Eyes Heaven had ſhut 
from beholding Wickedneſs, opens the 
Caſement to the Street, very patiently packs 
up my Plate, naturally thruſts the Weman 
out of the Window, and himſelf, with the 


blind Harper plays on, bids the empty Diſh- 
es much good may do them, and plays on 
gull ; the Drawer returns, D'ye call, Sir ? 
£ FE Eat | I | Bur 


moſt acute Dexterity, leaps after her. The 
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But out, alas! the Birds were flown, Sir, 


flown; Laments were rais'd. 
Gent. Which did not pierce the Heavens. 
Mix. Sam cries out; my Wife in the 
Bar, hears the Noije ; ſhe bawls out: I heard 
her, and thundred; the Boys flew like 
Lightning, and all was in Confuſion; my 
Plate being gone, and the Thief after it, 
I bethought me of my Bill, ran with all 
Speed to the Goldſmith's to receive my Mo- 
ney ; but out alas! the Bill was forg'd: I 
was ſeized, Vizard run away, my Word 
wou'd not be taken, I was found guilty of 
Forgery, loſt my Reputation, and ſtood in 
the Pillory for being cheated. 
Gent. Was it impothble to find him? 
Mix. Sir, he walks inviſible; you might 
as ſoon find Truth with a Gamſter, Since- 
rity in a Lawyer, or Wealth in a Poet; he 
changes his Dreſs and his Lodgings, as of- 
ten as a Whore does her Name and her Lo- 
ver: Ill &en go home, and comfort my- 
elf and my Wife; and for that Rogue 
Lizard, I hope I ſhall hve to fee him hang'd 
in Hemp of his own beating. Exit. 


Enter VIZ ARD. 


Piz, A Pox of all Dice; I'wiſhT cou'd 
{or fwear touching a Box again while I live ; 
lor what I get by other Men's Folly, I loſe 
by my own : Let me ſee, the Silver Tan- 
kard, which I ſtole from Mixum the Viat- 


ner, 
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ner ( as great a Rogue as myſelf ) I fold for 
five and twenty Pounds, which ] loſt at 
Hazard in two Hours, and now I don't 
know where to eat; Neceſſity is the Mother 
of Invention ; I have cheated. all my Ac- 
quaintance over and over again, and am as 

r now, as when I was honeſt; I have 
Bone poor ſolitary Shilling left Oh, 
here comes a Barber's Boy; his Baſon, and. 
Razors will purchaſe a Dinner. 


Enter * SOLOMON... 


How now, my Lad |. Where art thou go- 
ing ? 

Hl. To ſhave Mr. Mixum; Sir. 1 

Vix. Oh, that's well, I was juſt going to 
your Maſter's. 

Sol. To my Father's you mean, I be- 
lieve, Sir? 

Viz. Ay, right, thy Father's, you are a 
pretty Boy; I have heard Mr. Mixum, my. 
Friend, commend thee much. 

Sol. He is my Godfather, Sir. 

Liz. Is he, is he? Well, and what is 
thy Name ? 

Sol. My Name is Solomon Smack. 

Viz. A wile Boy, I aſſure you; well, 
Solomon, I was juſt going to thy Father's 
to borrow an Apron, a Baſon, and Razors, 
to ſhave Mr. Mixum out of a Frolick; fo 
now I have met thee, I'Il take thine. 

[Offers to take em 
Jak. 
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Sol. O dear, Sir, what do you mean? 
Liz. No Harm, my Lad, only a Frolick; 
Il get thee in the mean Time, to ſtep 
o the Sign of the Crown, at the End of the 
Street, and tell the Gentleman, who waits 
there for me, I deſire him to come to me 
at Mr. Mixum's Houſe, my Name is Tru- 
an, and here is Sixpence for thy Pains; 
['!l leave thy Baſon, and Things for thee, 

at thy God-father's. 

Sl. Thank you kindly, Sir, I'll make 
Haſte. | | | Exit Sol. 
Vi. So this happens luckily; by this 
I get Admittance to Mixum's Chamber, and 
it J can fix my Bird-lime Fingers upon any 
Thing that is moveable, I'm ſure my Con- 
ſcience won't fly in my Face; I take more 
Pleaſure in cheating that Rogue, than any 
Body I know; and if I don't ſhave him 
now, Iſhall ſay my Wit and my Razors are 
both very blunt. [ Exit. 


SCENE cLanges Inter Mixuu and his Mie. 


Hife. It is right, I aſſure you, juſt two 
and forty Pounds. 
as the Money on the Table. 
Aix. Well, PI ſend home the Punch- 
how; I muſt go taſte ſome Wines that are 
uſt landed, but I ſhall be home at Supper. 
Fife. Truly, Huſband, I do begin to diſ- 
like this Vocation of ours, we do cheat moſt 
abo- 
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abominably, and truly I ſpeak it with Grief, 
and to the pricking of my Conſcience. 

Mix. Prithee, Peace Woman, what have 
we to do with Conſcience? Don't we keep 
a Tavern? It is Time enough to talk of 
that, when we have got an Eſtate : Go, go 
mind —5 Buſineſs, mind the Matter, and 
{core falſe with a Vengeance: How, now ! 
Who are you? 


Enter VIz ARD, like a Barber. 

Viz. I am a Journeyman to Mr. Smack 
your Barber, and am come to ſhave you. 

Mix. Pray what's your Name? 

Viz. Timothy Trutb. 

Adis. A very good Name; but where is 
my God-ſon? He us'd to ſhave me. 

Viz. He's gone to ſhave Mr. Grub, the 
Lecturer, but my Maſter fear'd you might 
be in Haſte, and-therefore ſent me to ſhave 
you: Will you be pleas'd to fit down? 

[He fits, VIz ARD puts the Sbaving-Cloth 

round his Neck. | 

Mix. And how long have you been a 
Barber ? 

Viz. About a Year,. Sir. 

Mix. Then you did not ſerve your Time 
to it? 

- Viz. No, Sir, but I am willing to do 

any Thing for an honeſt Livelihood: A 
| wagging Hand, you know, Sir, gets a Pen- 
ny. [ Making a Leather. 

Mix.. A good ingenious. F — 


Fiz. 
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Viz. Yes, Sir, I have nothing elſe to 
truſt to. 

Mix. What were you bred to? 

Viz. The Sea, Sir, I was an Apprentice 
to a Captain of a Merchant-man. 


Mix. How came you to leave the Sea? 
Viz. IIl-luck, Sir. 


Mix. What was it? 

Viz. What the Devil muſt T ſay now ?— 
[Afrde.] Why, Sir, in my firſt Voy- 
age, we met with three Algerine Pirates, 
which we made all the Sail from we could, 
but being deep laden, found it impoſſible ; 
and I having heard the Miſeries thoſe Men 
go through, that are made their Slaves, 
choſe rather to run the Hazard of bein 
drowned, than made their Priſoner, and ſo 
prevail'd upon the Cooper of our Ship, to 
barrel me up in an Oatmeal Caſk, with fix 
Biſcakes, clap a ſtrong Cork into the Bung- 
'hole, and fling me over Board, which he 
immediately did; there was I toſt up- 
on the Seas, for eight Days together, till 
I was almoſt ſtarv'd, for I had nothing but 
theſe Biſcakes to live on : ——At laſt, as 
Fortune wou'd have it, a Dutch Man of 
War, failing along, and ſpying a Barrel, 
floating on the Sea, they mann'd out their · 
Long-boat, and brought me aboard, 1 
was ſo faint, for want of Air, and Victuals, 
that I was not able to ſpeak ; but I heard 
em diſputing what it was that ſhould be in 
| V the 
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the Barrel; one ſaid it was Beef, another 
ſaid it was Butter, and a third ſaid it was 
Oatmeal ; at laſt the Cooper was call'd to 
beat out the Bung, which he did, and let out 
ſuch a Fume, that they all concluded it 
ſtunk like the Devil: At laſt, one of the 
Satlors putting in his Hand to feel-what it 
was, I whipt his Fore-finger and Thumb 
in my Mouth, and bit 'em clever off; (for 
you muſt know I was curſed hungry) with 
that, the Fellow roar'd out, it was the De- 
val, the Cooper clap'd the Bung into the 
Barrel, and toſs'd me over-board again.— 

Mix. Ods bub, that was ill Luck indeed. 
Hou did'ſt thou ſcape at laſt ? 

Mix. By meer Providence; I fail'd about 
the Sea, in this Barrel, for twelve Days _ 
more, and had nothing to live on but the 
Man's Fore-finger and Thumb Hold 
up your Head, Sir. 

Mix. Twelve Days, O Pox, that cou - d 
not be, Ti. 
| Viz. Tis true, as I'm an honeſt Nun; 

at laſt I found I was flung a-ſhore by the 
Tide; and thinking to myſelf I might as 
well be drown'd, as ſtarv'd, (by this time, 
you muſt know, I had not ſo much as a 
Nail of the Man's Finger and Thumb left) 
I ſtruck out the Bung, and putting my Head 
out for a little freſh Air, found I was caſt 
a-ſhore in Greenland + Immediately, Sir, I 
5 0 a white Fox, come gallopping down 

to 
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to the Sea-ſide, with that I whip'd my 
Head into the Barrel again, knowing it to 
be a Beaſt of Prey. 

Mix. A white Fox! How big was this 
white Fox ? 

Viz. Somewhat bigger than a large Han- 
ders Mare, Sir, and down he came to the 
Barrel; ſo ſmelling where about I was, he 
roar'd like a Lion ; but as Providence wou'd 
have it, that very Moment, a Fly ſtung him 
by the Buttocks, and he turn'd round to 
rub himſelf againſt the Barrel; his Tail lying 
over the Bung-hole, 1 clap'd faſt hold on't 
with both my Hands; the Fox, frighten'd 
at that, fell a galloping, as if the Devil was 
at his Tail, and drew the Barrel, with me 
in it, over Hedge and Ditch, for three and 
twenty Miles together; but at laſt, jump- 
ing into a Wood, and running full Speed 
between two Trees, that ſtood very cloſs 
together, ſtav'd the Barrel all to Pieces, a- 
way run the Fox, and out came I. 

Mix. O Tim, this muſt be a Gun, Tim. 

Vix. Every Word true, or I wiſh I may 
never ſhave again: So, Sir, I travell'd to 
the Port, where I met with an Engliſb Veſ- 
ſel, and ſhip'd myſelf a Paſſenger, and came 
Home 1n her : Shut your Eyes, or my 
Ball will make em ſmart. 

Mix. Ay, ay -l find you have been 
a great Traveller; was you ever in the Po- 


Pi Countries? 


B | Viz) 
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V1z. In the moſt Parts of Haly, Sir, and 


I am acquainted with all the Monaſteries. 
l was once treated very handſomely by 
an old Monk, with a delicate Haſty-pud- 
ding, made of the Milk of Saint Luke's Cow, 
and thicken'd with a Pound of the Chaos. 

Mix. O, Pox, Tim, you talk like a Tra- 
veller now, indeed. 

Viz. Why, I hope you don't think I lye, 
Sir, —— Pray ſhut your Eyes, Sir: — Oh, 
Sir, there are Abundance of venerable An- 
tiquities in alt their Churches: Why, Sir, 
I, myſelf, ſaw the very Shoes in which Saint 
Fnatius walk'd bare-foot to TJeru/ſalem : 
Nay, Sir, I ſaw the Horſe- ſnoe, of the 
Horſe, that begot the Mare, that foal'd 
the Foal, that was the Horſe, that brought 
the Man, that knew the Man, that ſaw our 
Lady, of Loretto's Chapel, fly from Judea 
into Italy. | | 

Mix. Truly, Tim, this is a Horſe-ſhoe of 
Quality : A pleaſant Fellow, Faith. 

Viz. O, Sir, it is renown'd for doing Mi- 
racles; tis the very firſt Horſe-ſhoe that 
ever kept Witches out of a Houle: | 
Take Time by the Forelock, ſays the 
Wiſe-man, I muſt leave the Vintner 
in the Suds. | { Afide, 

[Takes the Bag off the Table and runs off. 

Mix. O, Pox, this muſt be a damned 

Lye, Tim; —— come, make Haſte, tho“; 


Ha, ha, ha, I can't help laughing, to 
£5, | think 
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think what a Bead-roll of Lyes thou haſt 
told off-hand, with thy white Fox, thy 
Haſty-pudding, made of the Chaos, and 
thy wonderful Horſe-ſhoe ; thou doſt not 
take me to be ſuch an Aſs to believe all this, 
ſure ? Why Timothy, I ſhall be blind 
with winking, Tim. why Tim. —— 
O, Lord, my Heart miſ-gives me; 
why Wife, Wife, O the Devil, 
my Money's: gone! Why Wite,— 
Wife, —— 
Enter bis W1rE. 
Wife. What's the Matter with you, Huſ- 
band, you make ſuch a Note ? 
Mix. Where's the Barber ? 
ie. Why, he is gone,—are not you 
trim'd, then ? 
Mix. Frim'd! Yes, I am trim'd with a 
Vengeance : Did you take the Money 
oft the Table ? 
Fife. Not I, as I'm an honeſt Woman. 
Mix. O, Lord! I have wink'd to ſome 
Purpoſe now | 
| Enter SOLOMON. 
Sol. Pray, God-father, giv. me your 
Blefiing ! 
Mix. My Bleſſing! The Devil choke 
you, where's your Father's Man? 
Sol. My Father has no Man, Sir. 
Mix. My Money, my two and forty 
Pounds are gone! Who was it trim'd me, 


you Dog? 


B 2 Sel. 
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Sol. I don't know, indeed, Sir; a Gen- 

tleman met me, as I was coming to you, 
and borrow'd my Baſon and Razors, as he 
faid, for a Frolick. 
Mix. A Pox of his Frolick ; this muſt 
be that Rogue, Yizard ; who the Devil 
could have ſuſpected him, in a Barber's Skin? 
 ?Sbud, if Icatchhim, I'll ſtrangle him with 
my own Hand. 

Wife. Nay, good honeſt hearted Robin, 
have Patience. 

Mix. Patience, with a pox to you! Yes, 
that was the Doctrine you preach'd, when 
I caught Alderman Sandfaſt, and your La- 
dyſhip, upon the red Squab- Couch in the 
Maiden head; Patience with a Devil! 

Wife. Good Huſband take Comfort, III 
play the Devil but I'll recover it; then have 
a good Conſcience Robin, tis but ſcoring 
double for a Week, and that will fetch it 
up again. 

Mix. O Wife, Wife, I thought I ſhould 
have ſuch Luck to-Day, becauſe I got out 
of Bed backwards this Morning; well, Pl! 
laugh, make merry, caſt up my Accompts, 
and then go hang myſelf: I have been 
ſhav'd, finely trim'd indeed! the Devil run 
away with the white Fox, and the Barber 
together. 
Enter a Goldſmith's Apprentice, with a 

Silver Punch- Bowl. 
Mix. Beſure you take a particular cy 
0 
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of it, deliver it into my Wife's own Hands; 
for I am ternbly afraid of that Rogue Vi- 
zard; he's a cunning Fellow, and able to 
cheat the Devil; nay, to my own Know- 
ledge, he has made an Aſs of a Lawyer, and 
circumvented a Stock-jobber : But if 
ever I catch hun, *Oon's, I'll play the Devil 
with him. {7 he Apprentice and MIxXUM 

N* go off ſeverally. 

| Euer VIZABD:: it hf 

Vi. The Fox grows fat when he's 
curs'd; III have you ſmoother yet Friend 
Miæum; my Mouth runs on Water for that 
Punch-bowl : If I were to bite a poor Poet, 
or a penurious Parſon, who for want of 
Learning had but one good Meal in a Fort- 
night, it were a Sin, but to wring the Wi- 
thers of this baſe Jumbler of Elements, I 
hold it meritorious, and will draw a Lot for 
the Punch-bowl, without the Fear of a 
Halter before my Eyes. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes. Enter Mrs. MixUM, with 
a Punch-bowl, and the Apprentice. 


Fife. Well Jervis, remember me to your 
Mafter, and Miſtreſs, and tell em, I ac- 
knowledge the Receipt of this—Acknow- 
ledge the Receipt ! this 'tis to have good 
Education, and to be brought up in a Ta- 
vern; tho* my Huſband be a Ciuzen, all Zou- 
Aan knows, I kept as good Company, as any 

| 3 She 
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She within the Walls. Farewel, honeſt 
Fervis. Exit the Apprentice. 


Enter Viz ARD, dreſt like a Geldſmith's Ap- 
prentice, with a Jole of Salmon. 

Fiz. A fair Hour to you Miſtreſs. 

Fife. A pretty Compliment ; I'll write 
it down: A beautiful Thought to you, Sir. 
 PY#. Your Huſband and my Maſter, Mr. 
Gliften, has ſent you a Jole of: freſh Salmon, 
and they intend to come both to Supper 
preſently, to ſeaſon your new Bow], for- 
ſooth, which your Huſband intreats you 
would ſend back by me, that his Arms may 
be engraven on it, which he forgot before: 

Fife. Are you ſent by no Token? Nay, 
I havea Wit. 

Viz. Yes, forſooth, by the fame Token, 
he was left in the Suds this Morning. 

Wife. A ſad Token, but true; here, pray 
commend me to your Maſter and Miſtreſs, 
and tell em I expect em impatiently 

[Exit Vizaro with the Bowl. 


Impatient was well again! Sem, Sam, why 
Sam, I ſay, 


Enter SAM. 
Sam. Here here, forſooth. 83 
Wife. Come quickly, ſpread the Table, 
lay Napkins, and do you hear, perfume 
the Room, a little, it does ſo ſmell of this; 
prophane Tobacco; and I could never en- 
dure Tobacco, ſince * Tickletext told me 


y | it. 
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it was an Enemy to Propagation.— 80, 
ſpread handſomely, Lord, theſe Boys do 
things fo Arfe- 4 +! You ſhew your 
Breeding: ſo Mcethodically, Hum! I won- 
der where I got that Word. Oh, it was 
Sir John Empty bid me kits him methodica]- 
1y; well he's a fine Gentleman, and every 
thing he does is ſo excrementally ſweet : 
There s another fine Word, Welk! I 
have a Memory. 
Enter Mixum. 

Mix. Well, Robin Mixum, be not dif- 
couraged, be not diſheartned ; thou wilt 
recover all. 

Fife. Oh, are you come, Huſband! 
Where are they ? 

Mix. How now, how now; how now? 
What, a Feaſt going forwards! And in my 

private Parlour! Who treats, Peg, who 
* | 


Wife. Prithee leave Fooling, are they 
come? 

Mix. Come! Who come ? 

Life. Lord how ſtrange you make it 

„Mix. Strange, what ſtrange ?. Is the Wo- 
man mad? 

Wife. Ay, ſtrange: You know of none 
that ſent me a Jole of freſh Salmon, do you 
—and ſaid they'd. come to Supper with me? 

Mix. Ha frefh Salmon! Peace, not I; 
the Meſſenger has miſtaken the Houſe-: 
Let's eat it up quickly, before it be enqui- 

* wy red 


20 The VinTNER Trick'd. 


red for: Come, come, Vinegar, quick- 
ly, Sam—Some good Luck yet, Faith ;— 
1 never taſted Salmon that reliſhed better 
in my Life Well, *tis a rare thing to 
feed at other Men's coſt. 
Fife. Other Men's Coft ! Prithee don't 
turn Fool; did not you fend this Salmon? 
Mix. No, Iſay, no. | 
Wife. By Mr. Gliften's Man ? 
Mix. I ſay no. | 
Fife. Who ſent Word, that he and his 
Wife would come to Supper with me? 
Mix. No, no, no. [ Eats heartily. 
Wife. And hanſel my new Bowl? 
Mix. Hah! Bowl ! 
[Lays down his Knife, and ftarts. 
Wife. And withal commanded me to ſend. 
the Bowl back. 
Mic. Ha! back? 
Wife. That your Arms might be put on't 
Mix. Oh! 
Wife. By the fame Token, that you 
were left in the Suds this Morning. 
Mix. Oh, oh, oh! 
Wife. And thereupon I ſent back the 
Bowl,—nay, and I bear not the blame.— 
Mix. And is the Bowl gone ? Is it del 
vexed ? Departed? Defunct? Haht 
 Hife. Deliver'd? Yes ſure, tis Dehver'd. 
Mix. I will never more ſay my Prayers; 
and is the Bowl gone? 
Mife. Gone! God's my Witneſs, I de- 
N 
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hver'd it, with no more deſign to be cozen'd 
on't than the Child that's unborn. 

Mix. Look to my Houſe, I am haunted 
with evil Spirits: Hear me thou Plague to 
Man, thon Wife, thou : If I have not the 
Bowl again, I will go to the Devil; I'll to 
a Conjurer, look to my Houſe, III raiſe all 
the Wiſe-men in London [ Exit. 

Wife. Bleſs me, what fearful Words are 
theſe! I hope he is but drunk. 


Enter VIz ARD, as before. 


Liz. I muſt have my Salmon; I cannot 
afford the old Rogue ſo good a Bit; I muſt 
have it to ſeaſon my Punch : Now for a 
Maſter-piece Fair Miſtreſs.— | 

Wife. Oh, have I caught you! Sam, 
ſhut, ſhut up the Doors, Sam. 

Fiz. Peace, good Miſtreſs, I'll tell you 
all; a Jeſt, a meer jeſt, your Huſhand did 
it only to fright you: The Bowl's at my 
Maſter's, and thither your Huſband's gone, 
and has ſent me in all Haſte, leſt you ſhould 
be over-frighted, to invite you to come to 
Supper to him. 

Wife. Praiſe Heaven *tis no worſe ; but 
he did not do well; I never was ſo ſcar'd 
in the whole verſal World; he has put every 
Part about me in a Conſtellation. 

Viz. And he defires you would ſend the 
Salmon before, and yourſelf to follog ; my 
Miſtreſs will be very glad to ſee yours - 


TY} 
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Wife. I pray take it; well, I was never 
ſoout of my Wits, in my Life—pray thank 
your Miſtreſs. [Exit Viz. with the Salmon. 
How my Heart beats ſtill !—Sam, fend Ber- 
jy with my Hood, my Gloves, and Scarf, 
quickly — well, if I had been cozen'd of 
my Bowl, I ſhould never have been complus 
mentus again. 


Enter a Maid with a Hood, Scarf, and 
Gloves; and goes about to put them on. 


Enter Mr. Mix um. 
Mix. How now, whicher are you Jaunt- 
ing, ha? 

Fife. Come, come, pray leave off your 
Fooling, you might have made me miſcarry. 

Mix. What unuſual Devil has poſſeſt the 
Woman ? 3 * 

Wife. Devil, me no Devil; will you go? 

Mix. Go! whither? in the Name of 
Madneſs whither? 

Wife. Whither? Why to Mr. Gliſten's 
to eat the Salmon; how ſtrange you make 

Mix. Your Meaning Jade, your Mean- 
ing? 

A Lord bleſs me! Did not you ſend 
for me and for the Salmon, by the ſelf-ſame 
Fellow, that came for the Bowl ? 

is well tis wonderous well! And 
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are you in your right Wits Jade? are you? 
Wife. Nay, if you make an Aſs of me, I'll 
make an Ox of you, I tell you that. [ Exit. 

Mix. Certainly I muſt be diſtracted, or 
my Wife, —or both of us—Well, Þ'll ne- 
ver pray again, that's certain: If Heaven 
forget to proſper Knaves, the City's like 
to thrive Fll go hang myſelf out of the 
way. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Street. Enter VIzZ ARD. 


Liz. No Prey ftirring ? Sure the Devil 
is about extraordinary Buſineſs; for I 
never yet had an Inclination to be wicked, 
that he was backward of ſending an Oppor- 
tunity | 
Enter a Fidler, with a Chak on. 

Ha, here comes a Fellow, he looks by his 
Cloak, to have Money in his Breeches; I 
muſt have a Knock at his Pate to get into 
his Pocket, [ Knocks him down. 

Fid. Oh, oh, oh! 

Viz. What the Devil have we here! A 
poor Fidler! A Pox on him, I took him 
for a Gentleman ; I gueſs by his Profeſſion, 
he has as httle Money, as Underſtanding, 
Il thought ſo,—a crooked Sixpence, 
[ Feels his Pocket] a Piece of Rozan, and 
two Yards of Catgut ;——But let me ſee, 
here's a Cloak for my Knavery. 3 

[Takes the Cloak, and Exit. 
| Fid. 
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Fid. O dear heart, the Rogue has kill'd 
me; he has made a ſoft Place in my Head; 

— ſtop Thief, ſtop Thief, ſtop Thief. 
[ Extt. 


Enter MixvM, meeting VizaRD in @ Cloak, 


Mix. Oh, that ſhould be my Arch-rogne 
Vrzard, have I caught you at laſt ? III 
make you an Example. [Takes hold of 
his Cloak, —he ſlips away, and leaves the Cloak 
with Mixum] *Odfſo, the Dog has ſlipp'd 
out of his Caſe; but I have got a good 
Cloak by the Bargain, that's ſomewhat to- 
wards my Loſſes. 


[ He puts on the Cloak. 
Enter Fidler, Conſtable, and Watchmen. 

Fid. Stop Thief, Stop Thief, Oh, Mr.“ 
Conflable, there's the Rogue, he has got my 
Cloak upon his Back. 

Con. Seize him. 
© Mix. How now, Gentlemen, what's the 
Matter ? | 

Con. Why, you have robb'd a Man up- 
on the King's Highway. 
Mix. Why ſure the Fellow's a Fool. 

Fid. No, he is not, but he's a Conftable, 
and that's all one; that's my Cloak, and 1 
will take my oath, that you came behind 
me, knock'd me down, and run away with 
it upon your Back; and ſo Mr. Conftable, 
I charge you to carry him before a Juſtice. 

Con, 
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Con. Come bring him along. | 
Mrx. This damn'd Fellow, Vizard, is 
certainly my evil Genius, —1 ſhall be hang'd 
for his Roguery, now. [ Exeunt Omnes. 


SCENE the Out-fide of NEWGATE; 


A Box hangs out, PAD WELL, with other 
Priſoners a Begging. 


Jack. Pray, remember the poor Priſon- 
ers, the poor Priſoners, pray, remember ; 
oh, oh. | 

Pad. Damn-ye, for a Son of a Whore, 
how ſneakingly do you beg, —— Remem- 
ber the Poor, you ſniveling Bitch; is that 
a Voice to dive to the Bottom of a Uſurer's 
Pocket, and fetch out his Money in ſpite 
of his harden'd Heart ? Remember the 
Poor! Stand by, you Dog, and let me 
come to the Grate. 

Jack. Dear Heart, Mr. Padwell, me- 
thinks we ſhould have little Stomach to 
beg, and are to be hang'd within theſe three 
Hours. | | 

Pad. Why, you whining Cur, then we 
have the more Need to beg, that we may 
drink at Parting : ſtand away, and obſerve 
me now, with what a laudable Voice Tl! 
move Compaſſion: Chriſtians, pity the 
poor Priſoners of this loathſome Dungeon, 
and it will be reſtor'd unto you Tenfold; 


CS drop 


- 
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drop your bounty into this little Box, the 


only Support, Relief, and Comfort of twen- 
ty poor wretched Souls: Noble, Sir, re- 
member the poor Priſoners. 


Enter a Gentleman, gives Maney, and goes in. 


Heaven reward your noble Charity, and 
reſtore it to you, Forty and Forty-fold. 


Enter ſeveral Perſons, they put Money in the 
3 Box, and go in. 
Ha, Ladies, all alighted! Maſt beautiful 
Ladies, Diſpenſe your noble Charity among 
twenty miſerable Wretches, oppreſs d with 
Hunger and Cold: Morciful and far, —— 
pity the Mieries of unfortunate young Men, 
whoſe few ſhort Hours of Life they have 
left, ſhall be employ'd in Prayers for our 
noble Benefactors. Oh, remember the 
Poor; ha, tis Gold; nay, now a ſhort 
Life, and a merry One, we'll have it all in 


Drink, Boys, and when the Hour comes 


die like Heroes, ſing the Pſalm merrily; and 
then be hang'd till we ate ſober. 
[ Exeunt from the Grate. 


Scexs the Lodge of NEWGATSE : The Keep- 


er calls, then enter PADWELL, HARR, 
Jack, Tou, Mix un, und other Priſon- 
ers in Fetters, and Mrs. Mix un, and an 
Acquaintance of oue of the Priſoners.” 
Keep. Bring out the Priſoners that are or- 

dered for Execution. | 
Pad. 
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Pad. So, Mother Occupy, you are pre- 
paring for your Journey, I perceive ; are 
you equipt with a Noſe-gay, and a Prayer- 
Book : What do you weep at, the Sins of 
your Youth, or the fear of a Halter ? Now 
if you had kept within the Bounds of your 
own Trade, Fornication, and Adultery, 
and not proceeded to Murder, you would 
not have been fatigu'd with a Journey from 
Newgate to Tyburn. 

Mother Griff Well, well, if I am to be 
hang'd, I can't help it; but my comfort 1s, 
I ſhall die a good Proteſtant, and make a ve- 
ry decent End. 

Mix. O Lord, little did I think of com- 

"gw. this untimely Death. 

ad. Come, prithee leave whining”, x 
Pox on thee, for a Chicken-hearted Son 
of a Whore ; you are enough to make us all 
Cowards; I think 'tis a great Mercy, you 
are to be hang d in ſuch good Company. b 

Mix. O Dear, how can you talk fo, and 
are juſt going to leave the World ? 

Har. Will not good Chriſtians give a 
Draught of Drink, I am almoſt choak'd. 

Pad. Have a little Patience, and you'll 
be quite choak'd, —Why, what haſt thou 
loſt thy Courage too, Tom? What doſt thou 
cry for ? 

Tom. I don't cry ſo much, becauſe I am. 
going to be hang'd ; but to think I have not 
ee to buy me a Coffin. 

1 Pad. 
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Had. Never trouble thy ſelf about that; 
my fond fooliſh Father, has ſent me a Cof- 
fin, but Faith I have bit the old Prig, and 
fold my Body to the Surgeon, and fo I'll 
equip thee with my Carrion Box. 

Tem. Thank you kindly, I wiſh I could 
do the ſame for you. 

Acquain. Well, Roger, I am ſorry I can't 
ſtay and ſee the laſt of you, but I wiſh you 
a good Journey, tho”. 

Pad. Thank you, thank you, Jack. I 
wiſh you the ſame with all my Heart; but 
do you hear; Pray remember my kind Love 
to my Brother Sam, and be ſure tell him I 
dy'd like a Cock, damn'd hard. 


Enter a Keeper. 


Keep. Here's good News for the two 
Women, the Gentleman who was thought 
to have been murder'd, is now found, and 
in perfect Health. 

M. Grit. Ha, then I am a Woman again, 
Heaven be thank'd for it. Corinna, I hope 
no Body has taken our Houſe, it ſtood rare- 
ly well, Girl, for Buſineſs. | 

Mix. What, and are there no hopes of 
a Reprieve, for me? 3 

Keep. No, Sir, here's a good Man come 
to prepare you for t' other World. 

Mix. Ay, dear Heart, then Iam in a bad 
Way, indeed. 195 IP 
| Enter 
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Enter VizarD as a Preſbyterian Parſon. 


Viz. Friend, I was acquainted of thy 
Misfortune, by thy worthy and laborious 
Paſtor, Mr. 3 jab Thumpit, who now 
lieth on a ſick Bed, but having a great Con- 
cern for thy future Happineſs, hath ſent me 
to give thee ſome wholſome, and ſpiritual 
Advice; to be as it were a Staff unto thee, 
for to take a great Leap,—as it were 
thou know ſt not whither. 

Mrs. Mix. Well, Huſband, this is a very 
comfortable Man. 

Mix. He is fo, but, good Mr. Zealſire, 
leave my Soul a little to my ſelf, and let me 
have ſome of your Counſel concerning my 
Body: I owe Mr. Gliſten, the Goldfinith 
Forty Pounds; and ſuppoſe now, when I 
am going to Execution, he ſhould be fo 
- un-neighbourly. to ſet. a Seijeant on my 
Back. 

Fiz. Ah, trouble not thyſelt, my Chriſ- 
'tain Brother, with tranſitory Things, but 
have an Eye to the main Chance. 

[Picks bis Pocket. 

Keep. See! the Parſon is picking the Fel- 
low's Pocket. 

Gent, Have Patience, we'll detect him: 
by and by. 

Fiz. I'll warrant your Shoulders, 

2 e 
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but as for your Neck—— Plimius Secundas, 
or Marcus Tullius Cicero, or ſomebody ſays, 
that a threefold Cord is hardly broken. 

Mix. A very learned Man this, — well, 
I am not the firſt honeſt Man that has been 
hang'd undeſervedly ; were I to be hang'd 
deſervedly, it would never have vex'd me; 
for many an innocent Man has been hang'd 
deſervedly, butto be caſt away for nothing ; 
Oh, oh, oh! 

Viz. [To Mrs. Mix.] Comfort yourſelf, 
good Miſtreſs, moderate Grief is decent; 
you will ſhortly be a Widow, and I wall 
come and viſit you, and give you Chriſtian 
Conſolation. 

Mrs. Mix. Thank you kindly, Sir, you 
ſhall be heartily Welcome to my Houſe, by 
Day, or by Night. —But, Huſband, pray, 
are we to find the Halter or they? 

Mrs. O Woman, Woman, why doſt 
thou aſk ſuch a Queſtion ? They, they to 
be ſure. 

Mrs. Mix. Nay, Icould not tell, but] bro”: 
one along with me, for fear of the worſt. 
[ Pulls a Halter out of her Pocket.] Oh, Ro- 
bin, thou haſt been a dear good Huſband to 
me, and Twas not willing you ſhould want 
forany Thing I could help you to. 

Mix. O, thank you kindly, dear Peg. - 
Mrs. Mix. I beipoke it of my Neighbour 
Thong, the Coller-maker, and gave him « 
KxiEt charge to make a ſtrong one; he ſent 
| | = 
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it you upon his Word, and faid he could 
not have made a ſtronger, if it had been 
for his own Wife. 

Mix. O dear, he's a kind Man, and Iam 
mightily beholden to all my Friends that. 
are fo ready to ſerve me at this Time. 

Mrs. M. O ray poor dear Huſband, Ican't: 
bear the Loſs of you I ſhall, I ſhall 
break my Heart; oh, I wiſh, I wiſh, I 
were to be hanged in your Room. 

Mix. Oh, my Dear, I wiſh you were 
with all my Heart ; but I have been a great 
Sinner, and can't expect ſuch Mercy; that 
would be a happineſs. Well, I do here 
make Confeſhon of all my Sins, before theſe 
good People, I do declare, —that if I owe 
any Man any Thing, I do heartily forgive 
him, and if any Man owes me any Thing, 
let him pay my Wite. 

Liz. Very good. 

Mix. Bat, Sir, there is one Thing lies 
upon my Conſcience a little, I can't tell 
whether it be a Sin, or no,; you muſt 
know at the laſt Election for the City, I fold 
my Vote twice over, to both Parties, and 
poll'd for neither, becauſe I would not diſ- 
oblige any of my Cuſtomers, tho' if it be a 
Sin, there are a great many of my Brother 
Livery- men, as guilty as myſelf. 

PF. Repentance, Repentance is the on- 

iy Thing. | 

Mix. Here, Peg, here arc the Writings 
of 
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of that Rogue Vizard's Eſtate, who has 
brought me to this untimely End——dear 
Writings to me : Take care of 'em, and 
now, good Yoke-fellow, take Leave of thy 
haneſt Huſband. 
Mrs. Mix. No, and pleaſe the Lord, III 
not leave you now, Þ'll fee you hang'd firſt. 
Viz. Ha, my Writings, now for a Trick 
of Dexterity, to retrieve thoſe, and I am a 
Man again. de But, Brother, you 


muſt have been a Broacher of prophane 


Vedſſels, you have made us drunk with the 


Juice of the Whore of Babylon; for where- 
as, good Ale, Perry, and Metheglin, were 
the true antient Britiſb and Trojan Liquors, 
you have brought in Popery, meer Popery, 
French and Spaniſh Wines, to the Subverſi- 
on, Staggering, and Over-throwing of ma- 
ny a good Proteſtant Subject. | 
| [Picks his Pocket.. 
Gent. Ha, Mr. Hypocrite, have we caught. 
you? Mixum; he has pick'd thine, and thy 
Wite's Pocket. | 
Keep. By this Light, 'tis Vizard Who 
could have ſuſpected a Rogue in this Habit? 
Gent. Who could have ſuſpected any thing 
elſe in this Habit? *Tis the tolerated Garb 
for Family-Pick-pockets. | 
Viz. Dear, Sir, endeavour to ſave my 
Life, and I'll tell all? 
Mix. O Rogue, Rogue, Rogue ! Why 
wou'd. 
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wou'd you have been ſo wicked to have 
taken away my Life ? / 
Liz. To tell you the plain Truth, Sir, 
I believe I ſhould have let you been hang'd 
before I had told of myſelf : But conſider 
you had put me in a Condition of hanging, 
or ſtarving 


Enter a Keeper. 

Keep. Mr. Mixum, here is a Pardon come 
down for you. 

Mix. Ah, Heaven bethank'd, but now 
Rogue, I think, I have yon upon the Hip. 

Gent. Come, Mixum, this good News 
ſhould ſtop all Reſentment, beſides it were 
a pity to hang the poor Fellow; conſider, 
he was born a Gentleman, and lis Diſho- 
neſty was partly owing to your own Knave- 
ry; you unjuſtly kept the Mortgage of his 
Eſtate from him ; and the Fellow muſt eat. 
Mix. Well, I will not proſecute the 

Rogue this Time, though I know he'll be 
hang'd at laſt. | 

Viz. I thank you, Sir, but I'll diſappoint 
your Prophecy, if poſſible: Deſperate Diſ- 
eaſes, muſt have deſperate Cures ; ll mar- 
155 and ſee if that will ſave me from the Gal- 
ows. 

Mix. Say you ſo, why then to turn you 
honeſt, and make you, Amends for the In- 
juſtice I have done you, I'll give you my 
Daughter for a Wife, and a Thouſand 
Pounds to maintain her; tis beſt to __ 
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late with the Knave, or he'll rob me of as 
much as her Fortune comes to, and I ſhall 
have the Girl to maintain ſtill. 

Viz. What, lovely Nancy ? A warm Girl, 
Faith, kiſſes luſcioufly : Sir, I accept of 
your Propoſal. 

Mix. Then here's the Mortgage of your 
Eſtate to bind the Bargain; and I'll leave off 
my Trade, and ſet thee up in my Houſe ; 
your Reputation is good enough to keep a 
Tavern; befides, I'll get you choſea Com- 
mon Conncil-man in a little Time, and 
when you are in the Herd, your former Ro- 
guery will quickly be forgot. 

Keep. Sir, the Licence is come, and the 
Ordinary waits above. 

Sent. Come, young Fellows, take your 
Girls by the Hands, and lead up to the lit- 


tile old Gentleman, in Black. 


From this dire Place, many to Death have 
gone. | 
But to be Marry'd very rarely one. 


| Pony” 
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A New Academy of Compliments : or, the Lo- 
vers's Secretary. Being wit and mirth improvy'd, 
by the moſt Elegant Expreſſions uſed in the art of 
Courtſhip, Cc. To which is added, A Choice 
Collection of above Eighty favourite Love-Songs, 
Merry Catches, and jovial Healths ; being the now- 
eſt now extant. With plain Inſtructions for Dancing 
The Death of ABEL. in Five Books. Av 
Fare the German of Mr. Geſſner. The Eighth 
ition. | 
The Lady Cornelia. A Novel. To which is 
added, The Loves “Edgar King of England. 
The prevalence of Blood. A Novel. 
The Honourable Infidelity. To which is added, 
The Lucky Misfortune. A Novel. | 
The Compleat Hiſtory of VaLenTin®E and 
Oxson ; with Pictures, lively expreſſing the Hiſtory. 
The fortunate and unfortunate Lovers. 
The Hiſtory of Fair Roſamond and Jane Shore. 
The Triumph of wit; or Ingenuity diſplay'd,, && 
The Reform'd Coquet ; Or, Memoirs of Amo- 
Tanda : A ſurprizing Novel. By Mrs. Davys. | 
Manſon's Spelling Book. | 
The Lilliputian Magazine: Or, the young Gen- 
tleman's Golden Library. 
»Fiſher's Arithmetick. 
The Servant's Directory tmprov'd : Or, Houſe- 
keeper's Companion. 
Pocket Companion for- Free Maſons. 
A Choice Collection of Songs for Free Maſons. 
The GoLprincni. A Collection of Celebrated 
new Songs (Some of which were never beſore print- 
ed). To which is added. A Select Collection of a- 
bove One Hundred Engliſh and Scots Songs. 


PLAYS, Kc. 


The Maip or Tat Mirt. A Comic Opera. 
As it is performed at the 'Theare-Royal in Covent 
Garden. The Muſic compiled, and the Words 
written, by the Author of Love ina VILLas 2 

Cato. 
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_ Cato, a Tragedy. By Addiſon. 
 Treland Preſerv'd ; or, the Siege of London-Derry. 

The Orphan; or, the Unhappy Marriage. 

Douglas, a I regedys as it is acted at the Theatres 
in Great Britain and Ireland. By the Rey. Mr. Hume. 

Agis, a Tragedy, by the Author of Douglas, 

Cleone, a Tragedy, by R. Dodfley. 

Edward the Black Prince; Or, the Battle of 
Poictiers; an Hiſtorical Tragedy. 

The Baniſhment of Cicero, a Tragedy. By Rich. 
Cumberland, Eſq 

The Beaux Stratagem, a Comedy. By George 
Farquhar. _ | 

Guardian Out-witted. A Comic Opera. 
"The way to Keep Him, a Comedy. 

A Bold Stroke for a Wife, aComedy. 

The Recruiting Officer, a Comedy. 

The Beggar's Opera. By Mr. Gay. 

The Gentle Shepherd. By A Ramſay. 

The London Merchant ; or, the Hiſtory of Geo. 
Barnwell. By Mr. Lillo. | 

The Patron, a Comedy in three Acts. By Samuel 
Foote, Eſq; | 

Mock Doctor: Or, the Dumb Lady Cur'd. 

Miſs in her Teens. | N 

Flora's Opera ; or, Hob in the Well. 

Cobler ot Preſton. 

Honeſt Yorkſhire-man. 

High Life below Stairs. 
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The Brave Iriſhman; or Captain O Blunder. - 2 
Damon and Philida. The Lying Valet. 4 
Lethe; or, Eſop in the Shades. A Dramatic Satite. 727 
Devil to pay: or, the wives Metamorphor'd. . 


8 eq Walking Statue : or, the Devil in the wine- 
ellar. | 
The King and the Miller of Mansfield. 2 

Sir John Cockle at Court. 8 NR 

The Toy-Shop. wy 

The Seven Champions. whe | 
Seven Wiſe Maſters. $ 
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